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Steve tipped his head back, sighing softly under his breath. He stirred the beer bottle in his hand a bit 
absentmindedly, narrowing his eyes slightly as he stared up at the dark sky overhead. It was rather peaceful, 
Dave had gone inside a couple of minutes ago after finishing his cigarette, and the bassist figured some 
downtime by himself would be neat. He didn't really smoke himself, but he had asked the blonde for one of his 
fags - which had earned him a cocked brow and a shrug, but he'd received one none the less. Now, the bassist 
shifted a bit where he sat on the asphalt of the empty parking lot, back against the side of their tour bus. He 


took a small sip of his beer, now stale, and grimaced. 


He tried not to think so much as he watched the stars peer out from behind the drifting misty clouds, took a 
small drag of his smoke - clearing his throat when it stung, he wasn't used to it. The area smelled nice 
though, the air a bit damp and cool, but not too chilly. It still gave him goosebumps, and he rubbed one of his 


bare arms with his free palm while perching the cigarette between his lips. He took a second deep inhale; let 


his eyes slide momentarily closed. The location was fairly solitary, no people around - but he could hear the 
rush of night time traffic a couple of miles away. The glow of the city was present on the horizon like a red 
burning flame, and he could hear a couple of crickets from the park nearby. At the edge of town, peace was 


all he really needed. 


The bassist seldom had the rare opportunity to relax and put all of his responsibilities aside. Not that he didn't 
enjoy work, but sometimes even he felt it got too much - too overwhelming. Now, rubbing the sole of his 
trainer against the gravel, he did his best not to let himself be bothered with it. Besides, it was nice being rid 
of the chattering and ruckus inside. He could hear muffled laughter coming from within the bus, shrugged to 
himself as if in response. He'd no idea what they were joking about, but as long as his band mates were having 
a good time, that meant they wouldn't come looking for him. But the peace wouldn't last long, when he heard 
the doors to the bus open with a slow grinding noise. Still, Steve decided to ignore the intruding noise; scowling 
with eyes still shut when he picked up on footsteps approaching and the doors shutting again behind them. Only 
one person - that was something. He didn't want company, but figured it might be Adrian coming out for a 


smoke of his own. 
"You sleeping out here, Harry?" 


Steve almost flinched, knowing that voice all too well. With a small grunt, the bassist opened his eyes and 
turned to look up at his unexpected companion He swept his wild curls out of his face, shrugging again - 
nonchalant almost. He did his best not to analyze the warmth spreading through the pit of his belly at the 
sight of the other man's bright white smile and the dimples showing off. The singer's bangs were shorter than 
they'd been half an hour ago; probably a drunken fixation 


"Wot're ye doin’ out ‘ere? Ye smoke now as well, Bruce?" Steve said with a small snort of amusement, 


surprising even himself. 


"Nuh uh, hardly. It's not for me. Didn't think you did, either," said the younger man, his expression mirroring 


Dave's from previously; one eyebrow quirked. 
"| don't. ‘S a one time fing, y'know. ‘Appens every once in a blue moon, | s‘pose." 


"Figures. So, are you having fun? Seems pretty lonely out here, don't you think?" chuckled the singer, shoving 
his hands down the front pockets of his tiny shorts and shuddering visibly, shoulder coming up. "Bloody cold as 


well, innit.” 


"Aint that bad, fink its pretty relaxin’. Wos gettin bit much wif all yer bludi ruckus inside. ‘Ad ta flee the 
noise, y'know?" Steve replied, looking away but catching Bruce's hair dancing around his shoulders as the night 
breeze ruffled the long, silky strands. "Ye should try it sumtime. Takin’ it easy, | mean. Not smokin." 


Bruce giggled softly, the sound made up by by the familiar deep rumbling rasp that was almost no more than 
a breath. And, surprisingly, he said nothing for a moment. Not that that helped the older man forget his 
presence; quite the opposite. The bassist saw the singer clearly out of his peripheral vision when the younger 


man began to pace about - apparently a tad restless. He caught a whiff the man's scent, too much cologne. 
Heard the gravel beneath his shoes, when it was ground against the rough asphalt. But it wasn't a nuisance, it 
was rather reassuring. Steve knew Bruce would likely rather be inside, drinking a bit more and playing cards. 


Poker, perhaps. But here he was. Abandoning what was his element. 


"Ye don't ‘ave ta stick around out ‘ere, y'know. Ill live, aint much fer a company at the moment, or wotever," 
said the bassist after a long moment of silence, tipping his head back as he once against turned a bit towards 


the younger man. "I know ye fancy yerself good time." 


Bruce stopped abruptly, not looking back and almost seeming as if he was considering his reply before he 
dropped it. He scowled, lips pursed and shoulders coming up when he shivered from the cold again. Then he 
craned his neck and met the bassist's eyes, holding the stare with an almost serious expression - one that 
Steve was not quite familiar with. It made him feel almost flustered, hands clammy for some reason, its 
intensity forcing Steve to turn away. He took a quick sip of his beer for a distraction, took another drag. 
Exhaled a white cloud of smoke into the crisp air. 


"Nah, I'm alright out here. You wouldn't believe it, but | sort of tired of it myself. Nicko's bloody roaring got 


my ears ringing. Besides, it's nice out here. The view's a hell of a load better." 


Steve bit the inside of his cheek, not sure why that particular remark made him feel off. He hummed a bit 
noncommittally in agreement; picking at the seam of his jeans for a brief moment. It was rare they spent any 
time together just the two of them - time that didn't involve them fighting, screaming obscenities and 
throwing punches at one another. The bassist was aware of how ridiculous they were behaving around one 
another half the time, like two kinder gardeners, but they just couldn't seem to draw even. Unless it came to 
moments such as these, when the competitive tension between them died down. Not that the tension was gone; 
it was just different. No longer unpleasant. Instead, it leaned towards magnetic - making the air seem to 


vibrate. 


So lost in his thoughts - for some reason finding it difficult not to peer at the other man - Steve almost 
gasped in surprise when Bruce suddenly slid down to settle beside him. He wasn't that close, probably at an 
arm's lengths distance, but it gave the older man tingly chills. The singer crossed his bare legs Indian style; 
leaning back and tapping a random rhythm with his palms against his kneecaps. He hummed a quiet tune before 
going silent; big eyes set on something in the distance. Steve felt almost shy, and he might have admitted that 
to himself, had it not been Bruce's fault. He knew the man, there was nothing for him to think much about. He 
knew what their deal was, they were business partners. No more, no less. Barely even friends. Nothing between 
them warranted Steve's sudden awkwardness. 


"Isn't it a shame that we fight so much, eh? Should be more like this all the time, you and me, you know. Just 
getting along, like normal bloody people," said the singer suddenly, tone soft but his expression still just as 


serious; brutally honest. "Don't you think?" 


"Uh... yeah. | s'pose yer right. We ‘aven't been the best o' mates, ‘ave we..." 


Steve cleared his throat, rubbing at his nose with the back of his hand and taking another drag to finish up 
the cigarette and butt it out against the asphalt. He took a sip of beer, and grimaced - being reminded of how 
stale it was after forgetting in-between every mouthful. Sighing softly, he put the bottle aside on the ground; 
pulling his legs up and clasping his hands in-between his knees. He nervously dangled them back and forth, 
keeping his eyes steadily on the constant motion 


"Think it'd be better for the rest of the blokes as well, you know, if we tried to be civil," Bruce muttered, as if 
halfheartedly attempting to pick the conversation back up while itching a mosquito bite on his thigh. 


About to reply, the bassist tensed up and froze when he noticed the singer reaching for the discarded beer 
bottle - only to chug more than half of the remaining beverage in one go. It wasn't like Bruce never snatched 
the other boys’ drinks or ate off of their plates - in fact it was a common practice of his - but for some 
reason, it quickened the older man's pulse considerably. Steve felt his heart hammering against his rib cage; 
realizing he'd turned to stare wide eyes at the other man's face. The singer seemed almost innocent, so unlike 
his true mischievous nature. Or perhaps that was all an act of bravado, and Bruce was really a sweetheart 
underneath the surface. Steve couldn't say he knew Bruce intimately enough to know the full answer. Still, he 
chuckled in amusement when Bruce swallowed before sticking his tongue out - voicing his distaste with a "eww" 


and spitting on the ground in front of him. 
"Fuck, that's bloody nasty, Steve! How the fuck are you drinking this? Fucking stale shit!" 
"| ain't, sumbody else just did so its gone now," Steve quipped with a small, toothy grin. 


That was when Bruce actually turned his head to look at the bassist; amber eyes big and bright - a wide smile 
splitting his face. Wonky teeth on display, the singer tucking his hair behind one ear. 


"You know what | bloody meant, cunt," he laughed, and playfully nudged the bassist's thigh with the back of his 
hand. 


Steve felt that warmth again - surging through him from the spot where the younger man's hand had grazed 
his leg. The area felt tingly, in a familiar manner he knew all too well - but refused to put any thought into. It 
was just Bruce, Bruce was touchey feely by nature. It didn't mean anything, wasn't supposed to. It shouldn't 
matter, therefore Steve decided it wouldn't. No matter how a certain part of him was practically screaming 
otherwise. Peering back at the singer; Steve leaned back again - and for an unguarded fleeting moment - the 


thought of whether Bruce noticed this unspoken thing between them as well crossed his mind. 


"You know, Harry, | was thinking about going to the museum tomorrow. There's a great one in the city, and | 

know none of the other blokes would fancy coming with me. Thought it would be interesting for the both of us, 
though. Got a section dedicated to aircraft history, and one for World War gadgets, as well as mechanics. Know 
you got a thing for that, loads of technological bollocks. Could be good for us, eh? Spending some time together, 


| mean" 


The older man almost gaped in surprise; he had definitely not seen that coming. And a part of him he refused 


to acknowledge the thought of how the proposal sounded unusually sincere. And was reminiscent of a date, 
something that almost Steve grimace at the very notion But it was tempting; even if the bassist feared they 
might break out bickering like a married couple in the middle of the exhibit. He felt bad, seeing how the singer 
began to lower his gaze - almost hanging his head as if ashamed of the suggestion he'd just made, as if 
expecting to be shot down immediately. His smile had faded, replaced by a forlorn pout. Yet, Steve couldn't 
agree right away, his tongue refused to function Mouth feeling dry. After a couple of seconds of feigned 
afterthought, he finally nodded in approval. 


"l. fink that's a neat idea, y'know. Don't really ‘ave anythin’ planned fer me day off either way, y'know. Could be 
good fer us, yeah. Spose it could be fun" 


"Really?" 


Bruce's head almost flew up, and the smile was back - not as wide, but warmer; genuine. The surprise and 


happiness almost radiating off of him; big eyes crinkled and glowing in the dark, it seemed. 


"Uh huh," was all Steve could reply, tongue still oddly cooperative and his mouth just wouldn't seem to form 


full syllables. 


"Marvelous!" the singer exclaimed; the excitement clearly visibly in his change of posture, and he clapped his 
hands together happily before reaching out with one small, firm hand to squeeze the older man's shoulder 


fondly. Appreciatively. Tenderly. 


Steve expected Bruce to withdraw, but the hand lingered there. Its hold softened after the first, harsher initial 
touch. It made the older man's breath catch in his throat, and he swallowed audibly. He didn't move away - 
didn't reject the touch, though. Instead he sat immobile while he felt the younger man's fingers trail down the 
full length of his arm; inch by inch. Painfully slowly. Almost like a sweet lover's caress. The goosebumps came 
back; the hairs at the back of Steve's neck rising. Finally, the singer's hand came to rest on top of the 
bassist's. Only for a split second. But it was enough to offer a small, reassuring squeeze. A subtle sign that 
answered Steve's question - as to whether he was the only one experiencing this odd attraction between them. 
Because that was what it was; an attraction. 


Then, as sudden as it had appeared, the hand was gone and Bruce got up on his feet; brushing his ass off with 
both hands and crouching to grab the empty beer bottle. 


"Are you staying out here? | should get my arse back inside, I'm fucking freezing." 
Steve hesitated, gaze darting between Bruce's face and the scenery around them - wavering. Stalling. 
"|. uh, yeah. Not fer long, though. Should probably get sum sleep, if we're goin’ ta that museum in the morn’, 


or wotever, y'know?" Steve managed to croak; not quite finding his voice, almost afraid of meeting Bruce's eyes 


but he slowly got up on his feet. 


Bruce nodded, “alright. But not before noon, you know | need my beauty sleep!" 


Another of those deep chuckle huffs; this one slightly more husky. Bruce's dimples were on full display, and 
Steve felt the dreaded flutter in his belly. 


The gleam to the singer's eye was mischievous - almost daring - and it almost made the older man's legs 
wobble; the butterflies in his belly swarming wildly. It made him curse inwardly, refusing to allow it, refusing to 


acknowledge it. 
"Looking forward to it, you know. Always wanted to know what's like to hang out with the real Harry.’ 


Following the sincere statement was the thick silence again, but it wasn't uncomfortable. It was welcoming. Then 
Bruce simply turned to pad back to the doors, pausing only momentarily in the doorway when it opened up for 
him. He cast one final glance, one Steve picked up on and met. This time, the older man couldn't deny the colour 
bleeding into his cheeks when he blushed, but he simply smiled back - the kind invitation in Bruce's eyes all too 


clear as he offered a final, unexpected compliment with an added wink before disappearing inside the bus. 
"Oh, and one more thing. You're quite pretty when you're shy." 


Finally alone, the bassist noticed the sinking feeling at the pit of his stomach. Confusion, guilt, fear. All of the 

things he didn't want to admit. He clenched and unclenched his fists a couple of times; feeling flustered at the 
knowledge that Bruce clearly found him attractive. It hadn't been a teasing, one off comment. The butterflies 

returned, overpowering any other sensations. Steve reached down to run his fingers over his knuckles where 

Bruce's hand had been. At least one thing was for sure; this yearning he was experiencing, Bruce must be 


feeling as well. 


Different, but still the same. 


Dont Think 


Author's Notes: 

| didn't even realize | had a second chapter for this old fic lying around unposted. So, here you go, dunno if it's 
worth it but it's about time | post again so you see I'm still alive and well! Enjoy, there's been waaaaay too 
little Steve/Bruce on this page with me inactive, I've noticed. | think | have a few more old fics waiting to be 


uploaded, so keep your eyes open for them! 


Steve narrowed his eyes, glaring daggers at the other man as he puffed his own chest out. Bruce hadn't even 
done anything wrong, not really. What he said wasn't even the slightest offensive. Still, it rubbed the bassist 
the wrong way, and he felt that as much as he did want them to be able to enjoy one another's company, he 
couldn't stand being in the same space as the other man. It hardly surprised him that Bruce would be 
confused as to his snide retort - maybe even frustrated by the current stalemate they seemed to be locked 
in. Yet, with lips pursed, Steve refused to meet the other man's eyes head on Instead, he opted to fold his 
arms stubbornly across his chest and turn the other cheek. Hopefully, the younger man wouldn't turn out to 


be as wounded as he came across. 


The dull ache had been there for weeks, months perhaps. Perhaps even longer, only Steve hadn't bothered to 
notice it until he was slapped right in the face by the realization Ever since that evening outside of the bus, 
on the lonely vacant parking lot, it seemed to grow in magnitude for each day that passed, eating away from 
the inside. It burnt and hollowed Steve out, and he wasn't sure for how much longer he could stomach it. Even 


now, it made his skin crawl. 


"You know, | was rather hoping we'd have gotten over this bloody childish bickering at this point," huffed the 
singer, breaking the silence as he flipped his hair back; always wanting to appear confident despite the way his 
resolve was waning. "At least, I'm trying to be somewhat considerate of your fucking tantrums. Fuck knows 


what triggers them, anyway." 


"Sod off," was all the bassist could muster up in response, meekly scoffing as he turned his back completely to 


the smaller man. 


His stomach churned, fighting wasn't what he wanted. He never did. Quite the opposite, and it scared him. 
Terrified him, really, to the point he couldn't focus on anything but the thoughts that had invaded his mind. 
Thoughts of Bruce, innocent and not so innocent, forcing themselves on him. Running one hand through his hair, 
he tried to calm down For some reason, it wasn't irritation as much as his nerves getting the better of him. It 


made his hands tremble. 


‘Its not like its going to bloody help if we don't talk about it, Harry. Can we just have a decent fucking 
conversation for once? Without you fucking ignoring me, or pissing all over me? l'm pretty sure it'd do more 


good than not." 


It wasn't like Bruce wasn't right, and the softer tone the singer used did nothing to assuage the damned flutter 
at the pit of the older man's belly. There was something about that particular tone; something smooth and 
sweet, that gave Steve goosebumps and made the hairs at the back of his nape rise. He felt on edge, skin 
tingling and buzzing in a way he knew all too well. And he hated himself for it. It wasn't who he was, it wasn't 
how he was supposed to feel. He wanted to hate Bruce for causing it. Or at least hurt him really badly. 


"Ye don't fink I'm bludi aware o that, eh? S'pose we're just not all that compatible, or wotever. Would explain 


why we can't bludi.." 


Steve trailed off into an exasperated sigh, shaking his head and still unable to actually look at the other man 
He couldn't think coherently, and more than that; he was afraid of what he would see, what reaction he might 
receive. What might reveal itself in the singer's amber eyes. And, he was just as terrified of what his own 


gaze might have to offer. 


"That's bollocks. You don't believe a word of that, and we both know it," snorted the younger man, and Steve 
could practically envision the overtly dramatical eyeroll accompanying the words behind his back "We get along 
perfectly fine, until you decide it's time for your fucking period." 


He should get mad; normally such a nasty remark would send him into a snarling fit of rage, have him 
positiviely livid and seething. Now, he couldn't bother bringing himself to get more than mildly annoyed. And 
though he saw nothing, his ears did pick up on familiar shuffled footsteps. They were moving closer, and it 
made the bassist tense up. His shoulders felt taut, his jaw tightly clenched, his entire being on edge. He could 
feel the presence looming behind him, Bruce's body heat nearly palpable in the big, cold recording room as it 
radiated off of him. It made Steve feel trapped, unable to escape, but he couldn't really avoid slowly shifting to 


face Bruce. His body moved as if on auto pilot, as if he wasn't even controlling his own limbs. 


The singer was closer than he'd expected, and he managed to barely mask the hitched breath escaping his 
throat as he caught a whiff of Bruce's scent. Too much cologne, and male musk, a hint of something else, 
something spicy. So familiar, so overwhelming; so Bruce. Trying not to shudder, and holding his stoic composure 
with a strict expression, the bassist pinched his lips tightly together. He hated when he couldn't read Bruce's 
moods. Even now, he still struggled to meet the younger man's gaze, favouring instead to focus on his own 


feet. 


"Wot part o! it is bollocks, Bruce? Look at us fer fuck's sake, ain't like there's loads o' evidence contradictin’ it, 


eh." 
"Yes, there is." 


Something fluttered across Bruce's face in that moment, and Steve caught it out of his peripheral vision. It 
lasted but a split second, barely distinguishable. But it was there, some sort of dark thrill, something exciting; 
intriguing. Steve swallowed hard, his mouth suddenly feeling dry but refusing to allow his composure to crack. 
Or perhaps, the singer was just surprised he hadn't earned himself a scolding. 


"An wot would that be, then?" Steve muttered, brows furrowed and he hoped the singer didn't detect the 


quavering note to his voice. 


Bruce rolled his eyes with a snort, not even bothering the slightest to be subtle about his frustration He put 
his hands on his hips, pursing his full lips into a boyish pout. His wonky bangs sweeping across his forehead - 
no doubt cut by the man himself - while his several inches of hair cascaded over his broad shoulders as he 
tipped his head backwards. That made the bassist's pulse quicken, whether he liked it or not. He was 
determined he didn't like it. 


"Don't pretend you don't fucking know what l'm talking about, Harry. | know you can't be that bloody doss, 


much as | hate to admit it, | can't take it away from you that you're a smart bloke." 


Bruce tapped at the side of his own temple with his index finger to empathize that statement, his face more 
serious than Steve could recall ever seeing it. Scratching briefly at the tip of his nose, the bassist shrugged; 
eyes locking with the other man's but for a couple of seconds. It was enough to make the older man's pupils 
dilate to swallow the irises. There was a determination in Bruce's amber orbs, something burning just beneath 
the surface. Like a fire, or a spark. It passed right through Steve, like an electrical current. Igniting every fibre 
of his being. 


"Just ‘cause we ‘ad one successful conversation ain't mean we're sum'ow.." trailing off once more, the bassist 
shook his head weakly but vehemently. "| mean, it wos nice, gettin’ along, but | don't fink its gon’ work out fer 


us. 


"That's because you keep purposely picking fucking fights with me. | just don't bloody get why, it's not like you 
get into any pissing contests with the rest of the blokes. The fuck did | ever do to you?" 


It was Bruce's turn to furrow his brows, and he looked all the more annoyed, bitter almost. It wasn't what 
Steve wanted; instead he felt his chest tighten and the sodden weight sinking at the pit of his stomach. He 
wanted to back away, but at the same time he wanted to move in closer. His eyes widened momentarily when 
the thought of actually feeling Bruce's skin against his own crossed his mind. Sweat damp, slightly tan, soft but 
hairy. It made him feel flustered, confused; frightened. Yet, his cheeks burnt; he could feel the red hot shame 


seep into his face. Ducking his head, Steve opted to hide behind his own mane for personal protection. 
"l." Steve began, but stopped himself. 


He didn't have any excuse or explanation, at least none that wouldn't disturb or creepy Bruce out, and none 
that would prove sufficient. None that he himself wasn't too proud to share out loud. That's why the air was 
sucked right out of his lungs, his body freezing in place, when one of the singer's hands came out of nowhere 
to rest at the bassist's shoulder. The touch was much more tender than Steve had ever expected; gentle, 
almost. Inviting, reassuring; uncertain. This time, the gulp was audible as Steve swallowed and choked on air. His 
head snapped up, a mixture of bewilderment, wonder, and terror all present in his composure. All flashing in his 


eyes. 


"Then again, you know, | haven't seen you looking at either of the others the way you look at me." 


It was a statement, Steve was absolutely sure of that. Bruce had no doubt in his mind, or else he wouldn't 
have dared to voice that deduction out loud The bassist wasn't sure what he should do about it, either. He 
doubted the other man's opinions would be swayed if he denied it, if he threw and tantrum, if he got violent 
and stomped out like a naughty five year old defying his mom. Quite the opposite. Exhaling a too unsteady, 
shaky breath; Steve instead picked up his head. Peering out from behind wild stray curls and long black lashes, 
he felt shy, insecure. Almost like a teenager in anticipation of his first kiss. Yet, the hammering of his own 
heartbeat was threatening to punch a hole through his ribcage. 


The younger man remained silent; mouth hanging halfway open, breathing somewhat heavily, and full lips 
glistening as he licked them slowly. If it was a spontaenous reaction, or a deliberate one, it hardly mattered. It 
had shivers travelling down the older man's spine, like lightning bolts or electrical currents. It was only then 
that Steve realized how magnetic the pull between them was. How irresistible; how excrutiating it was to 
resist. That's why he didn't flinch when Bruce's right hand began to move; the man's fingertips trailing lightly 
upwards. They ghosted over the bassist's exposed collar bone at the hem of the man's half buttoned red polo 
shirt. Up along the pulse point of his neck; until Steve's chest nearly heaved for breath. 


"Bruce." Steve began, but couldn't seem to muster up enough coherent thought to continue the sentence. 


"Hush," said Bruce softly; quietly, in a husky murmur that made Steve's next shudder much less subtle that 
the previous ones. "I suppose you're right, we're not that compatible. Not when we talk, either way. So, 
perhaps, it would sort of help if we did a tad less talking, and a bit more feeling.” 


It made sense, although the bassist didn't want to admit it. Yet, his body refused to swat the other man's 
intrusive hand away as Bruce's thumb traced cautiously along his jawline; the tender skin tingling in its wake. 
Finally, it stopped at Steve's bottom lip. Hesitating, it rested against the soft curve; and Steve heard Bruce's 
weak gasp. Both of them entranced, spellbound, and it was then that it became apparent to the older man for 
the first time; Bruce felt the same way. The allure, the attraction, the pull that seemed impossible to ignore 
at this point. Slowly, the singer moved closer while barely moving at all, until their bodies aligned; chests 
pressing faintly together. 


Steve was genuinely terrified now. More so than ever in his life, but when he met the singer's hooded, hazy 
eyes; his own eyelids drooped. The lust in them was undeniable, electrical and redhot - exorcizing all fear. It 
burnt as fiery as his own, and without thinking; Steve's arms that had been hanging limp at his sides came up. 
His clammy hands rested against the sides of Bruce's waist, barely daring to hold on. Fingers twitching, 
trembling with nervousness. The hoarse chuckle the singer let out was a whisp of air, grazing the older man's 
lips as the distance remaining between them slowly closed. Then; in one fell swoop, Bruce locked their lips 


together. 


Steve moaned; beyond his control. His body jolted; the other man's hand gliding into his hair to cup the back of 
his head with an iron grasp. Without thinking; the bassist surrendered and wrapped his arms tightly around the 


smaller man's strong waist to anchor and ground himself. Bruce chuckled again, right into Steve's mouth, as he 
intensified the fierce kiss. Tongues duelling, teeth clashing. The taste, the touches, the sounds; the unbearable 
heat. Steve felt his legs wobbling beneath him; he wasn't sure he'd ever felt such intense desire in his life. It 
was painful, almost torturous; it was insatiable. He could think of nothing else but what was happening at the 


moment. 


Hands everywhere, sloppy open mouthed hungry kisses shared. Steve's head was spinning, his mind lost in a 
foggy haze of delirious arousal. And the pleasure. It was overwhelming, made him go crosseyed as their bodies 
moved together and aligned. The clothes they were wearing seemed to make it all the more exquisite, all the 
more exhilirating. Bruce was hard, Steve could feel it but it didn't deter him, not now. He himself felt the heat 
of arousal throbbing between his own legs with each tidal pulse; ground his own crotch fervently against the 
other man's. He could barely breathe, gasping for air in between their animalistic, ferocious kisses. He stumbled 
backwards, let the other man guide the way until his back nearly slammed into the nearest wall. Bruce's 
rythmical thrusts; the movements building exquisite friction keeping Steve pinned. Unwilling to back away, 


unable to resist. 


It was like an audible snap, like neither of them possessed the actual ability to restrain themselves. For how 
long had this been growing between them? Years, perhaps? Maybe the allure, the attraction, had been there 
long before the bassist had even realized its existence, had been an unknowing piece of the enigma behind their 
complicated relationship. Now, he didn't care; one hand fisted in Bruce's silky soft strands of hair, plush lips 
nibbling and devouring his own. Stubble scratching his chin, teeth nibbling his bottom lip. Firm hands on his ass, 
kneading it harshly enough to leave bruises. Faster. Harder. It was a fire, threatening to burn him alive, yet 


Steve couldn't stop it. Didn't want to stop. 


A hand slid up the back of his shirt; nails raking down the older man's back Steve might have whined, he had 
no control of his vocal chords or his body's ways of responding to the singer's ministrations - couldn't tell. He 
rose up on his tip toes; body tense and coil as a bow spring. There it was, the thing he had been looking for. 
The thing that had caused so much anger, so much frustration, so much fear. The peak hit him like a freight 
train and he rode it hard; trembling from head to toe as he came harder than he could ever recall. He saw 
stars, ears buzzing as the blood pounded through his veins. Bruce's voice moaning his name in a needy, 


whimpering tone as he too shook with release. 

It was over. Both of them panting as they clung to one another, and the wall, for support. The only sound in 
the room the raspy, heavy breathing. Steve felt beads of sweat trailing down his forehead, puffy lips smarting 
and stinging as they swelled. Slimy wetness soiling the crotch of his jeans. The singer's trembling fingers 
combing through his mane of curls. He purred, tipping his head back. 


"See? Works better when we don't talk." Bruce finally rasped, once again clearly amused, 


Steve had no fitting response. 


